
The Yriged'c 

If eucr he haue wife, let her be made 
As|miferablc by the death of him, 

As 1 am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now rowards Chcrtfcy with your holy load 
Taken frcmPatlles to be interred there: 

A nd ftill as you are awearie of the weight. 

Reft you whiles I lament King Htnries coarfe, ' 

Enter G /oiler , 

GfoStyj you that beat c the ccrfe,^ ferit down* 

La, What blacks magittan coniu es Vp this fiend 
To flop deuoted charitable deed' 
ty/e. Villain s.fet downe (He c&ar&i or by $,Paul, 
lie make a coaifeofhim that difobeyei, 

Gen. My Lift^ndjacke and iH^°ffin pafle, 

G/o. S^rtle'di Tcomntiaisd* 

Ao’uanfe thy. Halbcit higher thenmy breft, 

Or by Saint PauUlle ^ijke thee to 
Andrpurne vpon theebepgerfor thy boldner. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 

Alas,I blame you not for yqti are mortal!, 

And mortal! ey escannote.r-durethe diiial. 

Auant thou clreadfulkminiffer of hell, 

Thou hadft but power ouerhis mbrtalt bodie, 

His foule thou canft riotli Ajefrherefbre be gone. 

Cjio. Sweet Saint, for chairitie^be not fo ctiift. 

Lt,Foulc diuglt, for ahd trouble vs aot$ 

For thouhaft made the happy earth thy hell : 

jFild it with carting cryes, »ridd«^|e )eX'?lMines» 

If thou delight to yicw.tby lwin$JS dec ds, 

Behold this patf erne of thy b utcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wound-* 

Open their congcald mouth? and blee>! afrefb, 
Blufh,blufh, thou lumpeoffoale dcfdrrnitte } 

For tis thy prefence thar e^Sles this blood 

Frorocold andemptie veynes where no blood dwehv 
Thy deed inhumane and vhnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludge moft vnnaturalb 
Oh God, which this blood madefbteuengehis death s * 

Oh catch which thublood drinldii^i^initf^athr 
Btherhcaucq with lightuipgfttikc the pumhetet dcad^^ 
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of Richard the third. 

Or earth gape open wide, and eate him quake. 

As thou doeft fwallow vp this good kings blood, 

Which his Hcl gouernd arme hath butchered. 

G/o, Ladie, you know no rules ofeharitie, 

Which renders good for bad.ble flings for curfet. 

La. Villains, thou knowft no law of God nor man s 

Hobeatt fo fierce, but knowesfome touch of pirtic. 

Gls. But 1 know none, and therefore am no bcaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when dcuils tell the truth, 
g/o. More wondci full when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafe diuine perfeftionof a woman, ■ 

Of thefc fuppofed cuils to giue me leaue. 

By circumitaocc but to acquire my felfe. 

La. V ouchfafc defufed infection of a man, 

Foj thefe knowre cuil- but to giue me leaue. 

By circumftance tocurfe thy curbed felfe, 

G/o , Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leiftrc to excufe my felfe. 

La, Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe, 

G/o, By fuch difpaire I fhouid accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparing fhoujdftthou (land excufde, 
Fordoing worthyvengeanceonthy lelfe. 

Which dtdft voworihy {laughter vpon others. 
G’/e.Sayrhat I flew them nor. 

La, Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are, and diuelifh flauc by thee. 

G/o. I did not Till your husband. 

La, Why then he isaliue, 

g/o. Nay, he is dead and flame by Edwards hand. 

La, In thy foule throat thou lyeft, Qucene Margretfavv 
Thy bioodiy faulchion fm king in his blood. 

The which tbou pnee didft bed againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynt, 

Glo.l vyas protloked by her ilaunderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleffe fhouldcr?. 

La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie mir.de. 

Which ueuer dreamt on ought but butcheries, 

Didft thounot kill this king? CVeJ grant yee, 
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